MODERN TRAVEL

what we were doing there. The hot and very
bright sunlight reflected off the wet sand and the
waves, and the snow-white gulls circling silently
around us made my eyes smart, obliging me to
wear the green goggles I had used in the moun-
tains. Journeys through such deserts were trying
in the extreme. At first the body suffers, then
everything physical becomes abstract. Later on
the brain becomes dull and the thoughts mixed;
one becomes indifferent about things, and then
everything seems like a moving picture or a
strange dream, and only the will to arrive and to
keep awake is left. All thinking ceases, and when
one finally arrives and falls to sleep, even the will
temporarily leaves the body.
. Dante's Inferno is a creation of stupendous
imagination, but the Peruvian deserts are real;
very real.
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